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ARGUMENT. 


The  Singer  has  climbed  to  the  summit  of  Pisgah, 
and  surveys  ' the  land  of  Truth?  of  Truth  now 
spreading  into  all  the  world. 

Towards  Truth  there  are  ultimately  but  two 
attitudes,  blessing  or  cursing,  for  or  against; 
issuing  in  but  two  ends. 

Pisgah  is  the  lofty  stage  on  which  these  two 
attitudes  were  unforgettably  exhibited  in  the 
persons  of  Balaam  and  Moses. 

With  their  contrasted  ends  warning  and  warming 
his  heart,  the  Singer  bids  Pisgah  farewell. 


PISGAH. 


Hark  !    Did  ye  hear  it  ?    Did  ye  hear  a  cry  ? 
*  Death  of  the  Righteous,  his  death  let  me  die  ! ' 

Oft  in  a  Mount  of  marvels  have  I  trod ; 
The  chasmed  heights,  the  healing  skirts  of  God ; 
Where  hoar  Himalya  wards  with  holy  snow, 
High  beyond  speech,  the  eld  of  Ind  below : 
Or  where  in  Lanka,1  mile  on  mystic  mile, 
Sripada  floats  above  a  moonbright  isle, 
Builds  on  a  silver  floor  a  shadowy  cone, 
Mid  all  the  summits  of  the  Earth  alone. 

How  have  I  stood  within  the  starry  wind, 
Blown  from  a  glory  all  the  stars  behind, 
Yearning ;  and  when  the  heavenly  whisper  passed, 
Yearned  in  a  silence  virginal  and  vast ; 
Knowing,  by  token  of  a  starward  heart, 
Caress  of  wings  that  out  of  starland  start. 

Yet  dreamed  I  nought,  in  any  mountain-trance, 
Peer  of  yon  bright,  authentical  romance : 
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Ne'er  strove  as  now  the  angel  of  my  breast, 
By  gloom  and  glory  of  a  Hope  opprest. 

*  *  * 

From  Moses'  Nebo  tears  of  mine  descry 
Hermon  o'er  Lebanon  tinge  the  snowy  sky ; 
Loved  Galilee,  fair-shining  all  unseen, 
Roll  Jordan  down  the  castellate  ravine ; 
And,  where  the  blue  Death  sparkles  to  the  sand, 
Above  her  olives  solemn  Salem  stand. 

Still  from  lost  harps  the  Levite  music  rolls, 

City  of  Faith,  pure  fortalice  of  souls. 

Ah,  leave  the  fine  and  subtle-hearted  Greek 

To  weigh  the  Kind,  and  carve  great  brows  that  speak ; 

Ev'n  to  the  Atlantic  surge  let  Romans  rule, 

And  levy  Law,  and  put  the  wild  to  school ; 

But  thou,  be  true  to  the  Eternal  Tryst, 

And  give  us  David,  give  us  David's  Christ ; 

Make  all  thy  children  pilgrims  in  the  earth, 

Grave  in  their  joy,  and  mindful  in  their  mirth, 

Beholding  still,  o'er  Mammon's  trashy  whirl, 

Jasper  of  cloudland  and  the  flash  of  pearl. 


Birthland  of  Truth,  whose  Bloom  Ionian  blew 
In  One  high  Name  that  makes  the  nations  new, 
Behold  thy  world ! 
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On  Andes'  chain  of  fire 
In  calm  goodwill  the  storms  of  war  expire ; 
Monarchs  of  might  with  humbleness  of  heart 
Delimit  realms,  and  deep  in  peace  depart ; 
And  lo,  the  King,  Whom  kings  of  earth  confess, 
Stands  on  the  heights,2  and  lifts  the  hand  to  bless. 


O'er  Sinim's  Wall,  where  bright  thro'  feathery  bowers 
Rise,  tier  on  tier,  the  tall  pagoda  towers, 
Where  I -Chang's  gorges  and  the  toiling  plain 
Yield  Yang  Tse  Kiang  to  the  Yellow  Main, 
Earth's  Youngest-Oldest,  Ancient  of  a  Day, 
Her  sages  summoned,  bids  the  Peoples  pray.3 

Thus  West  and  East,  fair  Suns  that  set  and  rise, 
(Still  in  their  wisdom  shall  God  snare  the  wise,) 
The  1  twain  that  ne'er  shall  meet '  in  One  agree  ; 
And  all  their  fresh  springs,  Salem,  are  in  thee. 

#  *  * 

Pisgah  enact  again  that  pregnant  day 

When  Truth  and  Faith,  a  World  in  little  lay ; 

When  Israel,  wearied  with  the  ways  of  fire, 

Sighted  at  last  the  Land  of  his  desire ; 

Streamed  from  these  slopes  to  fresh-encouraged  strains, 

And  pitched  his  tents  in  purple  Moab's  plains. 
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*  Curse  him  for  me/  uneasy  Balak  cries : 

'  Bless,  Balaam,  bless,'  reiterate  the  skies. 

So  hath  it  ever  been,  so  shall  it  be, 

Truth,  the  sharp  touchstone  of  Humanity ; 

(Truth,  clothed  with  Israel,  or  with  Israel's  Lord ;) 

A  heart-divining,  hearth-dividing  Sword ; 

An  edge  to  cleave  the  Universe  in  twain, 

On  this  side  endless  peace,  on  that  side  pain. 

Hark,  on  the  winds  the  illimitable  cry, 

'  Death  of  the  righteous,  his  death  let  me  die  ! ' 

E'en  thus,  of  Truth  assayed,  on  Pisgah  stood 

Balaam  seen  base,  and  Moses  greatly  good, 

The  Master  Spirits  of  the  Middle  East. 

Each  on  high  Pisgah,  poet,  prophet,  priest, 

His  climateric  hour  of  vision  spent, 

To  that  sure  bourne  his  youth  had  chosen  went. 

Ah,  in  the  stripling's  beauty  who  might  see, 

For  shame  or  glory,  what  that  bourne  should  be  ? 

From  Aram  Balak  summoned  and  he  came, 
Throughout  the  echoing  East  a  whispered  name, 
The  son  of  Beor,  strong  to  blight  or  bless, 
Heir  of  the  wisdom  of  the  wilderness. 

Student  of  silence  and  the  starry  night, 
The  tireless  vault  of  sacramental  light, 
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Did  he  not  hail,  mid  kingly  orbs  afar, 
Glittering  in  Jacob,  true  Messiah's  star  ? 
Score  on  some  scroll  of  wizardry  the  clue 
Which  to  His  Manger  those  three  Mages  drew  ? 

Lord  of  a  spell,4  half -known  in  every  age, 
And  owned  by  Science  of  her  heritage, 
Long  would  he  trace  the  Chequerwork  of  Chance 
Till  meditation  stiffened  into  trance ; 
Stretched  forth  as  on  a  bier,  with  open  eye 
Reading  the  ancient  riddle  of  the  sky.  N 

So  in  some  high  Vihara5  of  the  hills, 
Whose  emerald  ear  the  primal  silence  fills, 
The  withered  lover  of  the  Buddha's  lore, 
In  saffron  shroud,  hand-pillowed,  on  the  floor 
Of  some  cool  roof  of  rock,  whereunder  gleams 
Far  green,  the  unheeded  setting  of  his  dreams, 
Hears,  without  hearing,  all  an  Asian  day, 
The  bird  that  broods  the  forest  hours  away ; 
Quit0,  beyond  waft  of  e'en  translunar  wings, 
Of  Ancient  Being,  and  the  Tears  of  Things. 

Alack,  the  lodgment  of  that  fatal  night, 
When  Balak's  hoard  brought  Balaam's  heart  to  light. 
Much  he  high  God,  but  Mammon  more  would  serve, 
And  Truth  Itself  persuade  from  truth  to  swerve. 
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Lo,  how  he  lingers  round  the  golden  lure, 

His  eye  not  single,  and  his  will  not  sure. 

Could  he  not  hear  the  warning  angel  cry, 

'  Master  this  Lust,  or  overmastered  die ; 

*  Yield  thyself  whole  to  Heaven,  thy  God  thy  bliss, 

-  Thousands,  ay  millions,  gives  He  more  than  this  '  ? 

And  still  the  angel  urged,  and  still  he  stayed, 

Until,  by  choosing  not,  the  choice  was  made. 

What  rainbow  tears  before  the  Throne  were  shed, 

When  living  Balaam  joined  the  doubly  dead  ! 


Apart  I  see  him  from  the  princely  train, 

Wing'd  Wrath  his  rereward,  ride  the  clouded  plain ; 

Smite,  self -accused,  and  vexed  with  trifles  least, 

Not  his  false  bosom,  but  his  faithful  beast ; 

Slowly  to  Pisgah  mount,  with  Balak  meet, 

Con  o'er  the  folk  far-tented  at  his  feet ; 

Altar  on  altar  build,  and  victim  slay, 

And  wait,  and  wait,  what  changeless  God  should  say. 

Splendid  the  blasts  of  Inspiration  came ; 

Splendid  at  Heaven  the  lost  heart  leaped  aflame ; 

'  Among  the  peoples  Israel  dwells  alone  ; 

'  A  Lord  Who  lies  not,  loves  and  leads  His  own  ; 

'  The  reem's7  wild  strength  is  theirs  ;  I  hear  them  sing, 

1  And  shout,  and  crown  a  universal  King ; 
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'  My  King :  I  see  Him,  but — not  now,  not  nigh 
1  Death  of  the  Righteous,  his  death  let  me  die ! ' 

Oh,  with  that  passion  Pisgah  echoes  still, 
Passion  of  hearts  that  rue,  yet  do,  the  ill. 

Swept,  ere  repentance,  swifter  Satan  in, 
With  adumbration  of  unending  sin, 
Not  banished,  not  embosomed,  at  the  first, 
(Suddenly  never  turned  the  best  to  worst,) 
Yet,  gaining  surer  shape  with  every  breath, 
The  issue  see,  the  Spectral  issue,  Death ; 
Hark,  from  afar  the  sounds  of  battle  rise ; 
Victim  of  Heaven,  at  last  great  Balaam  lies. 

Lo,  of  the  Lost  I  see  those  armies  whole 
Of  who  for  silver  hazarded  the  soul ; 
Leprous  Gehazi,  Demas  dim,  I  see ; 
Judas  and  Balaam,  and  the  chief  is  he ; 
Highest  in  Light  he  soared,  and  lowest  fell, 
Auroral  spirit  in  the  heart  of  Hell. 

Man,  and  dost  thou  o'er  Balaam  moralize  ? 
Who  is  not  Balaam  ?    Oh  in  haste  be  wise  ! 
The  noblest  gift  is  nothing,  Grace  is  all ; 
Grasp  thou  at  Grace,  or  foul  as  Balaam  fall. 

*  *  * 
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Who  pure  ascends,  with  aged,  healthful  limb, 
His  veins  not  shrunken,  nor  his  vision  dim, 
Where  Balaam  heard  Heaven's  bitter  Ichabod  ? 

Moses,  by  Heaven  pronounced  the  Friend  of  God. 
Early  and  firm  he  chose,  before  unpriced 
Treasures  of  Egypt,  the  Reproach  of  Christ ; 
Christ,  love-discerned  among  the  Hebrews  hid, 
Pearl  of  All  Price,  the  storming  seas  amid. 


Behold  him  throned  on  solitary  rocks, 
Crowned  with  the  snow-white  levin  of  his  locks  ; 
Grav'n  on  his  face,  in  rugged  look  and  line, 
Self -conquest,  Canaan,  sterner  e'en  than  thine; 
An  eye  long  single,  and  a  brow  at  rest, 
Peace,  golden  Peace,  the  girdle  of  his  breast, 
Deeper  than  broods  on  Pisgah's  silent  side, 
Or  Canaan's  picture,  windless  there  and  wide. 

May  mortal  know  immortal  Moses'  mind, 
Canaan  before  him,  Sinai  behind  ? 
Trace  the  bright  panels  that  exhaling  pass, 
Clear  as  the  desert,  o'er  that  golden  glass  ? 

By  Horeb's  brook  he  saw  the  shepherd  turn, 
His  flock  forget,  to  see  the  bramble  burn ; 
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Nile's  evil  night,  broad -pouring  through  the  gloom 
Cataracts  of  lightning  from  the  crags  of  doom ; 
Pale  Pharaoh's  cruel  face  ;  the  jewelled  host, 
A  newborn  nation  wailing  by  the  coast ; 
The  rod  upreared ;  the  plunge  o'er  starlit  sand, 
Leagues  of  wet  voices  high  on  either  hand ; 
The  eyes  that  madly  at  the  dawning  drave ; 
The  wheels  and  cuisses  whirling  in  the  wave ; 
Damsels  that  dance,  and  to  the  timbrels  sing, 
God  and  their  prophet  wildly  worshipping ; 
The  Tabernacle  filled  with  living  Fire ; 
The  wells  and  palms ;  the  striving  and  desire. 

He  saw  the  ancient  streams  of  Right  and  Wrong 
Jet  from  that  summit  of  Communion  long ; 
The  downward- rolling  skirts  of  cloud  he  saw, 
That  veiled  the  Voice  that  cried  aloud  the  Law ; 
And,  thro'  the  flying  gloom,  with  eyes  of  grace, 
The  World's  Desire  he  saw, — a  Human  Face. 

1  And  now,  O  Love,  that  callest  Moses  friend, 
1  Thy  voice  is  heard ; — here  shall  thy  Moses  end. 
'  Three  equal  rooms  my  House  of  Life  contains ; 
1  Three  doors  have  opened ;  ah,  what  door  remains  ? ' 

1  The  stately  palms  and  temples  of  old  Nile, 
*  Land  of  the  sunset's  most  celestial  smile ; 
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The  wealth  and  wisdom  (ancient  human  dream !) 
Wherewith  I  thought  Thy  bondmen  to  redeem.' 

Lone  Horeb  next,  ambition  all  forgot ; 
The  shepherd's  lore  and  unachieving  lot ; 
Until  Thy  promise  from  the  flaming  tree 
Of  Worth  in  worthlessness,  and  Might  in  me.' 

These  forty  years  Thou  gavest  then,  to  feed 
Thy  human  flock,  and  nurse  the  hidden  Seed ; 
To  bid  the  foul  be  clean,  the  coward  brave, 
And  rouse  the  Rabbi  slumbering  in  the  slave.' 

O  what  high  wonders  wrought  Eternal  God 

By  this  weak  hand  and  little  lifted  rod  ! 

Egypt's  ten  wounds ;  the  cowering,  clambering,  sea ; 

Banquets  in  deserts  spread  abundantly  ; 

Until  I  spake  in  ill-advised  hour, 

The  self-appointed  partner8  of  Thy  power. 

And  now,  just  sequel  of  an  ancient  sin, 

Canaan  I  see,  but  may  not  enter  in.' 

How  goodly  gleams  the  patriarchal  Land, 
The  golden  grave  of  all  that  hallowed  band ! ' 

There  Abram,  yearning  in  the  far-off  nights, 
Counted  on  high  his  shining  Israelites; 
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!  Set,  in  sweet  Isaac's  room,  Moriah's  ram, 
!  And  saw  the  naked  heart  of  Great  I  AM.' 

There  dreaming  Jacob  saw  commingling  meet, 
On  ladder  shadowy,  silver-sandalled  feet ; 
There  by  dark  Jabbok,  desperate  and  alone, 
Wrestled  till  morning  with  the  Man  unknown  ; 
'*  Oft  have  I  heard  our  fathers  tell  the  tale,) 
Wrestled  with  guilt  and  God,  and  could  prevail ; 
Pattern  of  hope  to  all  true  falsehood  still, 
A  worm  at  eve ;  at  morn,  a  Princely  Will.' 

Died  these  in  faith.    To-morrow  yonder  towers9 

Fall  to  the  trumpet,  and  the  land  is  ours. 

Oh  where  shall  rise  the  City  that  they  saw, 

The  Lord  its  Glory,  and  a  Look  the  Law  ? 

Whither  shall  all  the  jubilant  tribes  go  up, 

To  break  His  Bread,  and  drain  His  saving  Cup  ? ' 

Whither  the  hosts  of  bowing  heathens  bring 

Obedient  gold,  and  every  precious  thing  ? 

Of  what  pure  Mountain  shall  the  Peoples  swear, 

This  one,  and  That  one,10  rose  regenerate  there  ? ' 


1  Yea,  pageant  endless  doth  my  heart  presage 
1  Of  priest  and  prophet,  and  a  golden  age  ; 
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4  And,  high  amidst,  the  Prophet  like  to  me ; 

1  Like  ?    How  unlike !    Thine  own  Effulgency ! ' 


*  Show,  show  at  last  Thy  glory,  I  implore, 

i  Ere,  hence  departing,  I  be  seen  no  more ; 
'  Thou,  Who  didst  eat  in  Mamre,  at  the  oak, 
1  Wrestle  by  Jabbok,  smile  thro'  Sinai's  smoke, 

*  Complete  the  partial,  intermittent  plan, 

*  Lay  by  Thy  Heavens,  and  be  with  men  a  Man.'11 

*  *  * 

With  clasping  hands,  with  closing  eyes,  he  prayed. 
— Began  his  sun  o'er  Canaan's  hill  to  fade ; 
Behind  old  Ebal  sunken,  to  illume 
The  amethystine  vault  with  roseate  plume  ; 
Shot  the  keen  shadows  into  valleys  clear, 
Pastures  of  kine,  rocks  to  the  wild  bee  dear ; 
Huge  from  the  East  the  wings  of  Twilight  came, 
From  Shinar  dim,  and  Asshur's  distant  name ; 
Fell  the  full  veil  of  solemn  midnight  down 
O'er  Pisgah's  peak,  o'er  Canaanitish  town ; 
And  ghostly  darkness  wrapped  the  glimmering  sod 
Where  Moses  last  communed  on  earth  with  God. 

And  did  there  stream  a  visionary  Light 

From  Tabor's  top,  or  Hermon's  darkling  height  ? 
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(So  have  I  seen  a  hidden  comet's12  hoar 
Ethereal  radiance  to  the  zenith  soar ;) 
Did  he  in  Light  with  One  Incarnate  meet, 
And  pour  his  raptures  over  Pierced  Feet, 
Hearing,  incredulous,  of  some  high  Decease 
In  Salem  compassed,  City  of  our  Peace  ? 
Some  Exodus,13  by  more  than  Moses  led, 
From  Night  to  Light,  the  Living  from  the  Dead  ? 


But  this  we  know  :  When  brilliant  Ammon  kissed 

From  Abarim  the  snowy-braided  mist, 

Drew  rushing  scar,  and  rugged  summit  bare, 

'  Moses '  men  cried,  but  none  made  answer  there. 

A  speck,  the  eagle  circled  in  the  blue, 

A  speck  below,  the  purple  thistle  grew ; 

Well  crag  and  cairn  the  sacred  secret  kept ; 

Mighty  and  meek,  God  kissed  him  and  he  slept ; 

Eternal  Arms  beneath  him  softly  stole, 

Then  bore  to  some  far  country  of  the  Soul ; 

His  grave  Man's  Heart,  the  Earth,  the  Sea,  the  Sky. 

— Death  of  the  Righteous,  his  death  let  me  die ! 

*  *  * 

*  *  * 

Pisgah,  my  Pisgah,  listen  as  I  spell, 
From  lips  that  linger  long,  a  long  farewell. 
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While  round  thy  ridge  the  moonlit  Ages  roll, 

Still  shall  they  mark  this  drama  of  the  soul ; 

These  Forms  of  Moses  and  of  Balaam  be 

High  Masque  of  Fate  to  musing  Fantasy, 

Crying  with  twofold,  alternating  voice 

'  Make  sure,  make  sure,  the  Everduring  Choice ; 

'  Gaze  down  yon  burning,  up  yon  shining  track ; 

*  God's  Throne  thy  Guerdon ;  choose,  and  look  not  back.' 


'  He  that  is  not  with  Me  is  against  Me.' 


NOTES. 


1.  — Lanka,  Ceylon.    Sripada,  Adam's  Peak  ;  most  impressive 

of  mountains.  The  view  from  the  summit  by  moonlight  is 
indescribable. 

2.  — '  Stands  on  the  heights.'    This  passage  refers  to  a  remark- 

able statue  known  as  '  The  Christ  of  the  Andes, '  placed  on 
the  boundary  of  Argentina  and  Chile,  in  March  1904,  to 
mark  King  Edward  the  Seventh's  arbitration  between 
those  two  countries. 

3.  — '  Bids  the  Peoples  pray.'    The  well-known  incident  at  the 

Inauguration  of  the  Chinese  Republic,  1913. 

4.  — '  Lord  of  a  spell.'    Two  modern  instances  : — 

(1)  '  With  great  earnestness  Tennyson  described  to  me  a 
state  of  consciousness  into  which  he  could  throw 

himself  It  was  an  apparent  isolation  of  the 

spirit  from  the  body  ' 

(2)  '  Walking  out  with  a  friend  one  evening,  the  poet 
Wordsworth  approached  a  gate,  and  laying  hold  of 
its  bars,  turned  to  his  companion  and  said  "  My  dear 
"sir,  to  assure  myself  of  the  existence  of  my  own 
"body,  I  am  sometimes  obliged  to  grasp  an  object 
"  like  this  and  shake  it."  ' 

From  Tennyson' s  Biography. 

5.  — Vihara.    A  Buddhist  Sanctuary.    These  are  often  found  in 

situations  of  the  most  romantic  beauty.  The  particular 
spot  here  contemplated  is  Mihintale,  near  Anuradhapura, 
Ceylon ;  an  eminence  of  a  thousand  feet  commanding  '  a 
green  sea  '  like  the  1  waveless  plain  of  Lombardy  '  seen  by 
Shelley  from  the  Euganean  Hills ;  the  cradle  of  Buddhism 
in  Ceylon.  The  bird  referred  to  is  the  coppersmith  or 
barbet  whose  monotonous  note  is  almost  sufficient  of  itself 
to  induce  a  '  psychic  state.' 

6.  — Quit  of  Ancient  Being.    The  state  of  Nirvana. 

7.  — The  Reem.    Numbers  xxiii,  22  R.V.  mg. 

8.  — Self -appointed  partner .    Numbers  xx.  10.    '  Hear  now,  ye 

rebels  ;  shall  we  bring  you  forth  water  out  of  this  rock  ?  ' 

9.  — Yonder  towers.    Jericho.    Numbers  xxii.  1,  xxxiii.  47,  48. 

10.  — This  one,  That  one.    Ps.  lxxxvii.  5,  R.V. 

11.  — Be  with  men  a  Man.    '  Smile  with  kind  eyes  and  be  a  man 

with  men.'  F.  W.  H.  Myers,  S.  Paul. 

12.  — A  hidden  comet.    On  the  morning  of  May  18th,  1910,  the 

tail  of  Halley's  Comet,  as  seen  in  Ceylon,  extended  to  the 
zenith,  though  the  nucleus  had  not  appeared  above  the 
horizon. 

13.  — Exodus.    Lc.  ix.  31,  Grk. 


